CHAPTER IV
ANCIENT MALTESE HISTORY
THE days slid easily by, as they will at sea, and,
turning, we slipped into the Mediterranean on the
last lap of our journey*  As Malta grew near, so did
our speculation grow.  Was there going to be
war ?  It certainly looked as if this were possible;
and, in that event, what sort of time were we, who
were getting off at Malta, going to have ?  A pretty
sticky one from all accounts.  The Navy had gone,
we learned, and in the event of an attack we should
have to defend ourselves, not only from the sea,
but the air as well.  Those who were supposed to
know made our hair stand on end by stating that
Italy had over two hundred aeroplanes waiting in
Sicily to load vast numbers of bombs and blow
us in Malta off the yellow rocks*
And so, early one morning, we awoke to find
that the ship was nearing the Grand Harbour.
The coast of Malta, as seen from an approach-
ing ship, is a low Irne of yellowish bare rock, with
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